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accosted him at the theatre the night before, and asked him
his wife's name. He was too well bred to ask questions as
to how, when, and where I had known his wife.
Palesi was only about twenty-three years old. He was
fair-haired: much too pretty for a man. He was so gay and
entertaining I could not dislike him, even had I desired to
do so.
At ten o'clock all the other actors and actresses came in
for rehearsal. Teresa received them graciously, and I could
see she enjoyed great consideration among them. Two of
the actresses remained to dinner, one named Redegonde, *and
a figurante called Corticelli, who was very pretty; but I
was too full of Teresa to pay much attention to either.
After dinner, a little stout abbe, a veritable Tartufe,
came in, bowed to Teresa in the Portuguese fashion, and
sat down by her. It was the Abbe Gama, whom I had
known at Rome. He recognised me and embraced me. He
gave me news of old friends, and I was listening with in-
terest, when an unexpected apparition absorbed all my atten-
tion. A boy of fifteen or sixteen entered the room, and
after saluting the company, kissed Teresa. I was the only
one who did not know him, but I was not the only one
who looked surprised, Teresa intrepidly presented him to
me, saying—
'This is my brother.5
This brother of hers was my living image, if anything
a little fairer than I. I knew at once who he was. Nature
could not have been more indiscreet.
It seemed to me she might have arranged our meeting
without so many witnesses. I tried to catch her eye, but she
avoided my glance. The boy was staring at me so hard, he
could not listen to what she was saying. People's glances
wandered from my face to his. Anybody with eyes in their
head must be aware of the youth's parentage.
He spoke the Neapolitan dialect perfectly, but he also
spoke Italian, and talked well. His manners were excellent.
His mother said that music was his passion.

